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I like wine, not spirits. Will you have some cham-
pagne to-morrow night?"
"You will not be here to-morrow night," he said
severely.
She drew herself up in her chair.
"I have met several men before in my life," she
confided, "although I always say no when strangers
wish for an introduction, but I have never met a
man so unkind, so disagreeable as you. What is there
wrong with me, Mr. Granet? You do not find me
attractive? You find in me nothing you like?"
"I know very little about you," he replied. "And
considering we are complete strangers I think you
are a trifle forward."
"No one," she declared, "has ever called me that
before."
"Well, in any case," he said, "I must make my re-
port. I must tell you that I found the Manoir a hot-
bed of mystery. The house-agent, who behaved
more like a burglar, was very rude, and Miss Grass-
leyes refused to discuss the situation with me. I shall
pack up my things and leave in the morning. I
should advise you and your sister to do the same."
"And not see one another again?" she asked with
a little purr in her voice and the softness gathering
again in her eyes.
"Look here, how old are you?" he demanded.
"I am seventeen. I know quite well everything
you are trying to say to me but I do not wish to
leave here. My sister will not go, either."
"Do you think your sister would approve of your
being here alone with me at this hour of the night?'*